MOUNTAINS
to call for me at five. When at seven he had not turned
tip, I went along to climb it by myself. I was sensible
enough to know that I must turn back at any danger,
real or apparent, in my then immature state of mountain
knowledge.
About half-way up what seemed to me to be a very
easy walk, though partly over glacier, I encountered a
guided party returning from the top. " Vous etes fou 1 "
and similar remarks they made to me, so, after a discreet
interval, I turned back homewards, returning from Diab-
lerets richer by an ice-axe which I had bought there, but
without having done my peak.
Soon afterwards we moved to the Montenvers, where
the serious business really began.
The Col des Grands Montets was my first Alpine ex-
pedition, as it has been to many others. Though it is a
simple climb, it affords beautiful views, and is a reasonable
introduction to snow work. At Montenvers I found two
other climbers—a parson called Buxton, and the Bishop
of Sierra Leone—who were quite glad of a partner. With
this ecclesiastical party and Jules Simond I started on my
second Alpine climb—the Moiue by the north arete.
This was a different business altogether, much more
to the taste of a British rock-climber. I found that the
hardest passages in its rocky parts gave no more difficulty
than those in some of the Cumberland climbs. At one
place, where there was an overhang—the order being
Simond, Buxton, myself, bishop—the bishop slipped off
and dangled in mid-air like a pendulum. Fortunately I
had the rope over a good belay of rock, and started to
let him down to a slippery-looking bit of snow just below
the overhang. The rope around his waist was loose, and
he inadvisedly put up his hands to grip the rope above him.
At once the noose came off, leaving him to hang by
his hands alone. Certain death was beneath him if he
could not hold on. I lowered away as fast as I could,
and just got him down to the snow-slope before his strength
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